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ELTON JOHN, director 
of Watford Football Club 
and sometime pop enter- 
tainer, wandered onto the 
turf of the Vicarage Road 
ground on Friday night, 
gazed at the newly-erect- 
ed empty stage and of- 
fered up a silent prayer to 
the great promotor in the 
sky. : 
For Sunday was to be a very 
emotional day for Elton Her- 
cules John — and as it trans- 
pired — Sunday was also to-be 
a very emotional and very ex- 
pensive day for 15-year-old Alli- 
son Page of Carpenters Park. 

First there was the £1 for her 
ticket, then there was 35p for 
her souvenir programme and a 
couple of quid for a tartan 
scarf. Her train fare wasn’t 
much, but she’s not quite sure 
when she'll be-able to afford a 
new pair of platforms to replace 
the ones she lost on Sunday af- 
ternoon. 

Alison arrived at the ground 
just after 12.00 to secure a yan- 
tage point at the front of the 
eye-level stage. But by the 
time Elton John and his gang 
were into their second number, 
she'd collapsed and had-to be 
dragged, in a most unladylike 
fashion, out of the tightly- 
packed sea of swaying bodies. 

Sadly, Alison Page only 
Caught a brief glimpse of Elton 
“John while, sobbing violently, 
she was carried backstage. And 
she totally missed Rod Stewart. 

She was just one of well over 
a hundred hysterical people 
who suffered minor injuries. 

It was Alison’s first-ever gig. - 

Just_ getting to the concert 
was a hassle. We won’t even 
begin discussing the return 
journey. Needless, to say it was 
one obstacle after another. On 
the roads, it was nose-to-tail 
once you'd left the motorway, 
while the special trains laid’on 
| at Euston had all the comforts 
of cattle trucks. And by the 
time they reached their destina- 
tion they smelt like it as well. 

The 11.50 was so over- 
crowded that at one point a 
door flew wide open while the 
train was hitting its maximum 
speed. Fortunately, no one fell 
out. If they had, not many 
would have noticed — they 
were far too busy singing along 
to a Rod Stewart cassette 
which blasted out at a most un- 
comfortable level. _ 

Surprisingly enough, the gig 
started on time — even though 
for an hour-before-the kick-off, 
there were innumerable frantic 
pleas over the microphone — 
the most spectacular being 
from an extremely __over- 
wrought female — for the mul- 
titude directly in front of the 


AOD STEWART: 15 minutes of devastation 


Rock Final - 


- the roads on both sides of the not entirely motivated by the 


Adantic have tightened their Nazareens. % = There was still no sign of Communication between udi it fe Borat 
Stage presentation to the point Tm bursting for a pee”, he Rod Stewart at 250 pane and | “both artists and audience was ae ee eat Staae 
where they demand attention. groaned, crossing his legs and doubts as to whether or not he | aS intimate as if the gig was ina shonted.<“Duit let me-da unin 


*And they got it. gnimacing with mock pain, would show weren't helped | small club and not before 


Endearingly aggressive, they “and it seems that the only when Elton casually remarked | 35,000 people. it’s y sa 
stay in the confines of their own _ | * Place Icanget one is out there that he thought Rodenne still in When the band slipped into a ee aay She. beta: ae 
bed. t 


distinctive celtic rock ‘n’ funk, in the crowd-and if f get . 
with Dan McCafferty’s cast- out, how’lLI get back? If and when Stewart showed, | nal interpretation of “Lucy in 
iron crusty rasp working well 
on their bootlegged boogies — 
thus enabling Manny Charlton 
to tear off some well aimed spit- 
* ty licks on his electric axe. 


“Razamanaz™, “Alcatraz”, 


“Bad Bad Boy” and “Vigilante Sees — I look like a lamp- There were no takers. Neith- Pandemonium! i? been in their midst for 15 
Man”, the Naz’s two-pronged Rrkally hae bore sao er were there takers for a male _A_ roadie squawked, - minutes — and wasn’t about to f 
thythm section lobbed out just > Rod Stewart look-alike who didn’t know there were somany |- make a re-appearance. 


sufficient heavy support to nblan 
make things pleasurable. met in his black and yellow 


~ Backstage, Elton John — striped ensemble. 
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ELTON in action; fans in action, 
ambulance men in action . 
JOE STEVENS 


Thankfully, no-one was re- 
quired to perform the last 
nights, though a couple of casu- 
alties looked like gonners. 

_ Depite having to glance at a 
lyric sheet, Rod-nee sang his 
heart out. The screams got 
louder and louder. More bodies 
were hauled out of the mob. 
Things began to look more like 
a scene from M.A.S.H. rather 
than a good ol’ rock ‘n’ roll 
carnival. 

And good ol’ rock ‘n’ roll it 
was, as the band paid their tri- 
bute to Uncle Chuck via jf 
“Sweet Little Rock And Roll- 
er” — a number that proved a f] 
meeting of the Titans, with 
Stewart hollering out the lyrics, 
Elton pumpin’ passionately at 
the piano, and the rest of the 
crew making one forget that in 
actual fact Rod sings with an- 
other outfit. 

If this collaboration ever 
took to the road they’d probab- 
ly prove the biggest box office 
attraction since four guys from 
Liverpool called it quits. 

How the hell can you follow 
yourseif? You don’t. You let the 


JULIE WEBB and ROY 
CARR at Elton John’s 
hard-fought soccer _ 
spectacular 


Stage to take one step back, andj large scotch-in-hand — emerg- 
alleviate the discomfort of those. ed to watch them. What can 
about to go under. “ best be described as crocodile 
All the pleas were ignored. rockin’ in time to “Shanghai’d 
The job of getting things un- In Shanghai”, he announced: 
derway. is an unenviable task “They're a great little band. I’ve 
for any band, and high winds seen them before at the Mar- 
didn’t help the natural acoustics quee and I'm positive they 
of the stadium — despite all pulled a lot of people in here 
this” Nazareth demonstrated today.” 
e: 
math See Ot ssesaiother: Elton’s exaggerated rhythmic 


A couple of years ploughing contortions, it transpired, were 


: let me hear you sing your 


“surprising” close-to-the-origi- “Angel”. 

There’s nothing more mag- 
netic than complete audience 
Participation, and one of the 
finest exponents of milking his 
audience. He had no trouble. 

It was a case of: he came, he 
mesmerised, and was gone be-- 
fore they realised he'd only 


He was last seen hopping a 3 The Sky” there wasn’t a soul 

= 2 gaggle of local groupies were e Sky” there 
Sealy form one oot a0 | TEMP comet’ a ance | whe den joan the chou — 
fas ae Of hie acaeat points.And in a desperate effort | at which time Rod Stewart, 
y iit Pie hs te to outrank their fellow liber- | looking like an angelic vision of 
SE eet seal tines, offers of untold physical | Barnaby Rudge (no relation to 
Wait till you see the little num- Pete) made his way to thé mic- 


i = oar? jerks were promised in ex- 
ber I've had run up for this af- change for backstage passes. rophone. 


On familiar goodies such as 


resemblance to a Watford hor- produced a fiver and tried to | closet Scots in Watford”, as the 


purchase his way a little closer sea of denim was obliterated by 
i to the shrine. thousands of tartan scarfs and 
— BE - > on * Things were getting a little flags. oan 
: . 2 . out of hand. By now Elton was Before Stewart had even indi- 
on stage hammering out the hits cated to Elton that he was 
fast ‘n’ furious. In the time it | ready to lurch into his opening | 
took him to play “Funeral For number, “Country Comfort”. 
A Friend” — his opening num- the mass had gone bananas. 
ber — the sound quality had The stage and artists’ enclo- 
improved one hundred per cent. sure was strewn with distressed 
Basically, he adhered to the fans. And while the full might 
programme he presented on his of the St. John’s Ambulance 
last British tour, pausing Brigade administered medicinal 
momentarily for an impromtu comfort, unfortunates who 
singalong version of “Singin’ In hadn’t completely flaked out ef- 
The Rain” when the heaven’s fected amazing recoveries the 
threatened to open. Moment Stewart croaked out 
Though the material was ae operas jets of the John/ 
familiar, it was faultlessly per- SS 
formed and in no way came ‘Let me nae co me 
over as a stereotyped stage act. young wench, battling with the 
The overall enthusism dis- attentions of the Hee me 
played by all five musicians was please let me go, s ae e 
such that it almost seemed like see me . . oe crazy i e 
the songs were being premiered doesn t see Susd os ae turn 
for the very firsttime. ~ out, it just wasn’t her day. 


But though there were obvi- 
ously many who'd have wel- 
comed a lengthier contribution 
from Stewart, there were no 
embarrassing chants of “Rod- 
nee . . Rod-nee” or the like. 

“Crocodile Rock” was to 
keep things on an upper, and an 
| encore of “Your Song” allowed 
everyone to catch a second 

breath before climaxing dead 
~ on 5.30 with “Saturday Night’s 
Alright For Fighting”. 

As the throng shuffled back 
to the cattle trucks an unbilled 
bonus was to thrill them on 
their way. The appearance of a 
couple of male streakers, who 
made sure of maximum expo- 
sure by getting their mates to 
lift them shoulder-high above 
the crowd. 

For Watford it had been a 
memorable day, even for a 
young lady who was searching 
desperately for her tartan scarf 
and hat. 


